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Our Little Pony 


Author's Notes: 
| couldn\'t help it! Sorry! 


Taylor had taken him shopping. That was how Dave knew it was going to be okay. They'd gone to one of those 
huge stores often found on anonymous shopping strips or in old warehouses. Places where people didn't care 
who they were as long as the names on the ID and credit card matched. It had been a sweet little shopping 
trip filled with reassurances, touches and the promise that they could try out the new vibrator when they 
got back to the hotel. 


Which they had. Although it had involved a gag to stop the police being called to room 34. 

But tonight, on a rest day away from the craziness of touring, was the night. Another city, another hotel, 
another suite. Another night of his band using his body for their own ends. Not that Dave minded. He loved it 
really. Loved the care and attention they lavished on him. Loved the stinging marks they left behind. 


With his hands stuffed in the pockets of his jeans, Dave stared at the three expectant faces. "So?" 


Chris nodded at him. "Strip." 


He'd already seen what was in the box. That bridle and tail, along with body paints and a small pair of black 
wings. Fuck knows where they'd come from. There were also some leather casings shaped like hooves. He 
assumed they went on his hands. And he was sure there was ribbon. Red ribbon There were also some straps 
and other bits that he hadn't been able to identify. Dave had a funny feeling he wouldn't know what they were 
until they being attached to him. 


So was it a good idea to play hard to get? Or did he just go along with it? It was only one night and he was 
kind of curious to see what he'd look like as a toy pony. It couldn't be any more unpleasant than anything else 
they'd done. 

Or could it? 

Deliberately slow, he began to remove his clothes. Carefully he folded them and placed them in a neat little pile 
on the chair. The three waiting men gave him very odd looks and Dave couldn't blame them. Normally he 
jumped at whatever they had to offer, his clothes discarded in a flurry of black before he jumped onto the 
bed/couch/table/whatever. Quiet and sedate Dave was someone they didn't know how to deal with. 

Finally naked, he stood in front of them and scowled as he awaited their orders. 

Nate looked him up and down. "Say something." 


Dave just pouted. 


"Ponies don't say anything," Taylor interjected. "They neigh and stuff" Suddenly his eyes were on Dave, a wicked 
grin on his lips. "Neigh for us. Go on" 


The pout changed to a dark scowl. 


"Okay!" It was Chris’ turn to speak. "Enough. You." He pointed at Taylor. "Shut up and don't piss him off. You." 
The attention was suddenly back on Dave. "Get on the bed. On all fours. Don't say a fucking thing." 


Rolling his eyes, Dave gave a quick shake of his head before doing as he was told. Kneeling on the bed, he 
waited, a little unsure of how to feel. Sure, he loved messing around but he had limits, even if the others 
thought he didn't. Being dressed up once as a pony had been great. Twice seemed to be pushing it a little. Yeah, 
he didn't mind being beaten up. Didn't mind being dragged around on a collar and leash. And he loved dressing up 


as a woman (which, for some reason, Taylor loved. But this. This seemed a little too far. 
Taylor knelt on the bed beside him, a hairbrush and lengths of ribbon in his hands and a soft smile on his face. 


"Hey, buddy." 


Dave just stayed quiet, his brow furrowed. 


Taylor's smile became a little nervous, as if he wasn't sure what he was messing with. "I'm - uh - just gonna 


do your hair. Then we can put the bridle on you" 

"Can | ask you something?" Dave;s voice was low and dark 

Those eyes were still locked onto his. "S-Sure’ 

"Do you like your job, Taylor?" 

"Yeah. Why?" 

"Would you like to keep your job, Taylor?" 

"Y-Yeah. Why?" 

"Take it easy tonight, okay? One wrong move and you'll be lookin’ for another cock-' 


A stinging crack across his ass stopped Dave mid-flow. With a howl of pain and indignation, he flopped to the 
bed and glared at Chris. A riding crop dangled from the other man's hand. 


"The fuck?!" Dave demanded. 

"You have a safe word,” the guitarist hissed. "Use that instead of threatening your trainer.” 
Dave felt his eyes bug. "Sorry?!" 

"Yeah," Taylor began. "I'm your trainer. And so are Chris and Nate. You need taming, dude." 
"Like fuck | need taming!" 


He was going to scramble from the bed when three pairs of strong hands held him down. One on his head 
soothingly stroked as he struggled and howled. 


"Fuck it!" Nate. "Just get that bridle on him and shut him up. Before someone calls the fuckin’ cops again" 


Leather straps were pulled around his head and a rubber bit forced between his teeth. He tried to fight them 


but it was a losing battle. Three against one were not good odds. 


Finally the device was buckled around his head and Dave lay panting on the bed. There really was no use 


fighting. And, truthfully, he kinda sorta wanted to be their pony toy. Wanted to be made all pretty. It saved 


him the job of fighting with the box of make up and wigs. 


So when the reins were grabbed and he was tugged from the bed, Dave willingly followed He stood, meek and 
silent, as straps were fastened around his torso and between his legs. He was surprised to see that they were 


shiny, patent leather etched with red thread. Apparently only the best would do. 


Things were clipped to his back and, looking in the mirror, Dave spied the wings. They were deliberately small 
and made from a fine, black fabric. Glitter sparkled on them, and, as he flicked his shoulders, they moved, the 
glitter changing colour. Dave grinned around the bit. These he liked. 


With his eyes still on the mirror, he watched as the tail was added to the harness, the silky, black strands 
falling over his ass and down his legs. His legs were lifted one at a time and his feet were slid into strange 


shaped boots. Finally, the same were added to his hands, giving the impression of hooves. 

Slowly his whole new persona was being built around him. Rather than the fear and anger he'd felt earlier, 
Dave instead felt a sense of serenity fall over him. It was strangely liberating to leave his normal persona at 
the door. It was freeing to forget that he was Dave Grohl, front man and all round nice guy. Now he was being 
given the chance to create a whole new personality. 

A brush bristled against his flank, making him twitching. Looking back to the mirror, he watched as a logo of 
music notes was painted on his flesh. When he was finished, Nate got up and repeated the action on the 
opposite side. 


"Take a look," Chris said. 


Silently, Dave admired their handiwork The straps of the black and red harness wrapped around his naked body 
and between his legs. The bridle seemed almost too delicate work, but did its job perfectly, the bit pulling a 
little at his jaw. His hands and feet were encased in the boots, his legs held at an almost painful angle and 


forcing him to walk on tiptoe. 


Shuffling around, he gazed at the black and glittery music notes on his flanks. The wings sparkled and fluttered 


as he moved. It was a strange, but quite amazing, sight. Behind him, Dave could hear a discussion taking place. 
"So what are we going to do with him first?" Taylor. 

"Well, he is wild" Chris. "So we probably should try and tame him." 

Dave watched his reflection raise an eyebrow. They were really getting into this role playing shit. 

"Can't we just play with him?" Taylor again. "He is supposed to be one of those kids toys." 


"Yeah, but how do you think they got them into those molds?" Nate. "Got to catch the fucker first" 


Rolling his eyes, Dave shook his head. He couldn't believe they were having a discussion about how and why 
pony toys came into being. Turning around, he hobbled over to his drummer, laid his head on the blond's 


shoulder, and promptly sank his teeth into the fleshy part of Taylor's neck. 
The blond howled and pulled away before landing a slap against Dave's shoulder. 
"The fuck?!" He swung around to face the other two. "Give me that fuckin’ whip!" 


Snickering, Dave backed off, the hoof boots wobbling slightly and forcing him to take tiny steps. With the riding 


crop brandished in one hand, the drummer came at him. 
"IIl fuckin’ teach you to bite, you flea bitten mule!" 


He wanted to laugh, but he couldn't, the bit stopping him. Instead, Dave gave low, coughing sounds, the humour 
tickling his chest. Rounding the bed, he watched as Taylor closed on him. As the blond reached to grab him, 
Dave dropped to the bed, shuffled across it and hopped off the other side. He would have succeeded in his bid 
for freedom if a hand hadn't grabbed the reins, pulling him to a halt. 


Glaring at Chris, the dark haired man snarled. 
"You gotta take it, Disco. You bit him and that's not allowed." 


With the scowl still etched into his face, Dave hobbled around the other man, pulling the reins as tightly as 


possible. If there was a chance he could escape, he'd take it. 

Unfortunately he'd forgotten that his band mates were as strong as, if not stronger, than him. Chris just dug 
his feet in and held on tight. When the bit pulled at his teeth, Dave stopped There was no way in Hell he was 
having his teeth knocked out over some stupid game. Panting, he glared at the three men. Slowly Taylor 
approached him, the crop tapping against his thigh. The look on the drummer's face was one of pure murder 
and, deep down, Dave was looking forward to what was going to happen. 


"Hold him still, Chris. l'm gonna beat him into next week." 


Dave watched the drummer close in on him and, as the whip was raised, he trotted behind Chris. There was a 


howl of pain as the crop cracked into guitarist's leg. 
Fuckin’ shit, Taylor!" 
"He moved! | told you to fuckin’ hold him still!" 


The hand tightened on the reins, sliding up them until the fist was nestled beneath his mouth. Staring into his 


guitarists eyes, Dave sneered. 


"You sneer all you like, pony boy, but you're getting what's coming to you.’ 

Dancing from one foot to the other, Dave desperately tried to move out of the way. But there was no escape 
and he yelped as the crop whistled against his exposed ass. The pain flashed through him, red hot and raw. He 
didn't mind being beaten, it just enhanced what he'd go through later. But it was still a shock to the system 
when it happened. 

Again the crop caught him straight across his ass, a red stripe of pain blinding his vision. Again, he howled and 
hopped from one foot to another. He could feel his cock hardening against the leather harness, the fabric 
rubbing teasingly against his flesh. He wanted to beg for more, wanted to demand that Taylor really did beat 
him black and blue. But, with his voice stolen by the bridle, he had to shut up and take whatever they handed 
out. 

The whip struck again and again, varying where it fell. Sometimes it was his ass, sometimes it was the fleshy 
part of his thighs. Each time, he howled and shifted, the pain burning through him and going straight to his 
groin. 

Chris spoke first, "Okay, enough. | think he's learned his lesson" 

"So what are we gonna do next?" Nate finally spoke. 

"Dunno." Taylor. "Does he need any more training?" 

"Probably," Chris replied with a sigh. "How about we castrate him? That might calm him down a little." 

Dave felt his eyes go wide and he stared at the three men All of them grinned sadistically at him. 

Chris gave a tug of the reins, pulling him forward a step. "Gonna castrate you. Calm you down" 

Dave quickly shook his head, eyes still wide. 


"This isn't up for debate, Disco," the drummer replied "You need taming. Can't keep you if you're wild.” 


It didn't matter how much he dragged his heels, they still managed to haul him face down over the bed. Kicking 


didn't help either as a spreader bar was locked around his ankles. 


Panting heavily, Dave flopped against the bed and glared up at the man holding the reins. Taylor gave him a 


weak smile and a shrug. 
A pair of dangerous looking forceps were held in front of his eyes. 


"Is this what you want?" Chris demanded. "Want me to use these to take your balls off?" 


Baulking, Dave shook his head, his eyes still on the forceps. 
"Gonna behave?" 

He nodded 

"Absolutely promise you'll fuckin’ behave?" 

Another nod 

"No more hijirks?" 

Whining around the bit, Dave nodded 


"Good" The forceps were tossed onto the bed and stayed within his line of sight as a deadly reminder of what 
he'd suffer if he kept acting out. 


"All right, Disco." A hand slapped his ass. "Let's get you over the end of the bed. Time to see how fuckin’ tame 


you are." 

The leg spreader was undone and he was heaved back to his feet. With the threat of pain hanging over him, 
Dave was hauled to the end of the bed and bent over it. The forceps still lay threateningly amid the white 
folds of the bed clothes. His heart pattered as he thought about what lay in store for him. Never in a million 
years did he ever think anything like this would happen. Truth be told, it wasn't a kink he'd spent much time 
thinking about. But now that it was staring him in the face, Dave found that something was stirring deep inside 


of him, a primal and very freeing feeling. 


His arms were stretched over the bed frame, his hands useless inside the boots. The reins were pulled over 


his head and a firm hand kept a grip on them. 
Chris spoke again, “Taylor, you want to go first?" 
"Damn right | do! | never get first shot at him!" 


Dave felt the reins change hands, the new ones holding him a little tight. Fingers flicked at the tail which swept 
from the small of his back and down his legs. 


"Fuck," the drummer hissed. "I fuckin’ love this tail. Could play with it all day." 
Dave snickered quietly. Yeah, but | want you fo play with the other fuckin’ one. 


The harness shifted around him as the tail was lifted, the leather straps rubbing against his skin. Not that it 


was an unpleasant feeling. Quite the contrary. He liked the feeling of being restrained yet, at the same time, 


having the freedom to move around. 

His legs were nudged apart, a hand steadying him as he wobbled on the strange boots. Slick fingers worked into 
his ass and Dave purred against the bit, his body beginning to relax. Slowly his erection returned, the tip of his 
cock rubbing teasingly against the varnished wood of the bed. 

"Yeah, you're a good boy, really," Taylor purred. "You just want a bit of fuss and attention" 

The hand which had been steadying moved along his body and to the space between the wings. Strong fingers 
gently scratched at his back, working under the straps and easing the itches they left behind Dave just purred 
louder, his body becoming heavier against the bed. He could hang like that all day and just enjoy the gentle 
touches. 

The fingers disappeared and he huffed his displeasure. 

"s alright, Disco. You've got it coming. Heh. Coming." 

For that, he flicked one hoofed foot back, catching his friend on the shin. A hand walloped his ass in return. 
"Fucking hell! Bad pony! Bad!" 


Dave was loving every moment of it. Loved someone else being in control and telling him what to do. Loved 


someone laying down the law and telling him how to act. 


Slowly, the man behind him slid himself in and Dave gave a contented sigh. That felt good. Really good. Leaning 
heavily against the bed, he put up no resistance as Taylor fucked him. The initial thrusts were slow and deep, 
stretching him and catching the sweet spot deep inside of him. His own cock twitched and bounced in response, 


a smear of pre-come glazing the bed frame. 

When Taylor picked up the pace, so Dave's body tightened. His hands balled into fists inside the restrictive 
boots, his feet doing the same as he wobbled to keep his balance. Groaning around the bit, he lowered his head 
and pushed his ass further into the air. 


"Want more, huh?" the drummer's voice had become deeper, the lust evident in it. "Want it really hard?" 


Lifting his head, Dave looked over his shoulder, eyes wide and pleading. The blonde man grinned at him and 
tightened his hand on the reins. Instinctively, Dave pulled his head up further and dipped his back. 


"Yeah, you feel good. Really good. Gonna give it to you good and hard" 
Mewling around the bit, he closed his his eyes and gave into the pleasure which washed over him. Held in such 


an odd position was exciting him far more than he thought it would. Pleasure rippled over his skin and balled in 


his groin, his cock aching for attention. Stretching his head back, Dave stared at Taylor, silently pleading with 


him. When he shifted his own hips, the drummer got the hint. 
Fingers drifted over his stomach and teased the head of his cock. "You want some of this too?" 
Frantically he nodded, face scrunched into a picture of pained pleasure. 


The fingers pulled back and Dave whined, slumping against the hand that held the reins. Slowly the teasing digits 
drifted closer, sliding into the knot of hair at his groin. They stroked through it, pulling on a few strands 
before wrapping around his aching erection. Holding his balance, Dave rocked back and forth, forcing himself 
into the strong, tight fist. The excitement coiled through him and his mewls turned to grunts. Again and again 
Taylor hit his prostate, making him howl around the gag as the fingers pulled on the reins. Forward and back, 
forward and back; the motion was one he'd only seen in animals, yet now he was experiencing it. Faster and 
harder he was pushed until, in a moment of blinding ecstasy, he came. His body shook against the one which 
held him, strings of semen splattering against the bed. Behind him, he heard Taylor grunt and the drummer 
filled him with a liquid warmth. 


Dave woke up shortly after noon to someone hammering on the door. It matched the aching in his body and 
the thundering in his head. Nine times they'd taken him. Nine times they'd brought him to orgasm before 
they'd finally dropped him onto the bed. Careful hands had whispered over his body, removing the straps and 
boots before the bed clothes had been pulled around him and he'd been left to sleep. 


Stretching out his sore legs, Dave smiled to himself. Tonight was a new night, full of promise and the chance 
to do it again. 


